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He knew it about six months later, for when Mar-
garet had gone Viola sat down to her weekly letter;
it reached him at Manaos, and diverted him greatly.

True to his self-imposed schedule. Lord Roe-
hampton presented himself in Sylvia's room exactly
as the week elapsed. That is to say, he had received
the packet at three o'clock in the afternoon, and at
three o'clock in the afternoon he tapped on Sylvia's
door. His train was due to leave for Newmarket at
four-fifteen. Sylvia was sitting in front of her mirror
preparing to go out. They had had half a dozen
people to luncheon; it had been a successful party;
she had recorded vaguely how nice George could
be as a host, in his simple way; she was feeling
well-disposed towards George, principally because
she had persuaded him to keep his Newmarket
appointment instead of accompanying her to the
Opera that night, and partly also because Margaret,
officially engaged to Tony Wexford, was now on a
visit to her aunt Ernestine. George had been a great
help to her over that business, and it all served to
put her in a good temper. So she smiled at him in
the mirror as he came up behind her. She was
pinning on her hat at the moment, and her maid
was standing by with the pins, wearing an anxious
expression and making little darts and pounces
which on a less propitious day might have annoyed
Sylvia, but which now she accepted without much
notice, simply because she felt free and happy and
in a good humour with all the world, No George,